

The Tragedie of 

M L E T 

(I) C. ¥■' 

Trince ofTtenmarfy* 

' 

Enter Bernardo >and Franctfcojwo Centineh . 



Fran\f\l Nay anfwerme. Stand and vnfold your fclfe< 

•g ar ' V V Long Hue the King. 

Fran. Barnardo. 1 

Bar. Hee, , 

Fran. Y^ui come moft carefully vpon your houre, 

Bdr.TiS now ftrooke twe!ue,gec thee to bedFrancijce. 

Fran. For this reliefe much thanks, tis bitter cold, 

And I am fick at heart . 

Bar. Haucyouhad quiet guard? 

Fran. Nota lyioufe lUrring. 

Bar. Well, good night: 

If y o u doe meete Horatio and Marcellas , 

The riuals of my watch,bid them make haft* 

Enter Woratio and Marcellas. 

Fran. 1 thinke I heare them,ftand ho,who is there? 

H ora. Friends to this ground. 

UHar. And Leegemen to the Dane, 

Fran. Giue you good night. f . 

Mar, O, farewell honeft fouldiers, who hath reheu d you r 
Fran. Bernardo hath my place; glue you good night. 


•s* 


